poems and thirty-few pages to either side of it, the narrator places herself in a field of wheat as it is being cut. The "clackety mower" circles inward from the perimeter, leaving less wheat standing with each round, which in turn drives the quail and rabbits closer and closer to the center of the field with its narrowing strip of cover. The action soon to follow will be violent and quick. Men "keen on the kill, late light / on the steel of their rifles," will enjoy the rush of the hunt, and the narrative one might expect is that of the chase, 
